THE FARMER:

JUNE 19, 190S

~ Victor Machines and Records.
Edison Phonugraphs and Records.

"3‘

GOLUMBIA 25¢ Cylinder
- Records now 15c¢ each

s than one half price—all the latest popular Sheet |®
Voml and Instrumental

.\-c.‘cony, any 4 for 25c.
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i '_': mu—wom save you-money on anything in this
0 Fixtures, Brackets, Gas Plates, Gas Tubing,

_Burners..qm:meandallkinds of Gas and|

jentury Co.

Y. M. C A B’l’d’g.

F- FAY' gofrs.&bovegnro:d%

"_%h- rmﬂmn. Draperies and Novelties, re-uphol-
and reﬂninjnlg furnitnre, Shades and Gurtaina in

ONE OF THE MOST ESSENTIAL
REQUISITES TO AN UP-TO-DATE,
MODERN BUBINESS, I8 A SELECT
AND WELL-PRINTED ASSORT.
MENT OF OFFICE STATIONERY.
“A MAN IS JUDGED BY THE COM-
PANY HE KEEPS.” THE SAME
RULE APPLIES TO THE STATION-
ERY OF BUSINESS MEN.

Book and Job
Printers . ...

Bridgeport, Conn.

drop me a line like this:
v Bahlnm

WANTS HER
LETTER
PUBLISHED

For Benefit of Women who
Suffer from Female llis

Minneapolis, Minn.—*“T was a great
suﬁernr from femalp troubles which
=] caused a weakness
‘Jand broken down
condition of the
system. 1 read so
mirch of what L dis
E. Pinkham's Veg-
etable Compound
had done for other
4 suffering women I
felt sure it would
help me, and I must
say it did help me
wonderfullf
pains all left me, {
rur stronger, and within three months

was a perfectly well woman.

“1 want this letter made public to
show the benefit women may derive
from Lydi‘ E. Pinkham’s Vegetable
Compound."”— Mrs. Jon G. MOLDAN,
ﬁju Seeond St., North, Minneapolis,

nn. -

Thousands of umolicited and genu-
ine testimonials like the above rove
the efficiency of Lydia E. Pink
V‘ table Compound, which is mde

clusively from roots and herbs.

Women who suffer from those dis-

ills uliar to their sex should
not lose t of these faet.l or doubt
the ability of Lydia E. Pinkham’s
V r.l;-.bh Compound to restore their

ou wnnt special adviee wriu
rs. Pinkham, at Lynn, Mass.
Bhowmmtyou.rletteruntﬂctly
ﬁ"“’.:‘.‘:‘“:.‘.. e BB s
as n P ck women in
this way, T 1% Q Don’t
hesitate — write at once.

Buylng a Pmno
is an easy matter
at any of the Wissner Stores

Many thousand pianos have
been sold in New York and
vicinity through the Wiss-
ner Stores.

When you have a Wissner
piano you are not trying out
a' new candidate for public
favor, but sécuring an in-
strument of recognized mer-
it.

Pianos sold at all Wissner
Stores at the lowest prices
and terms.

<SR

Bridgeport’s Largest Piano
Stofe.

The House of Quality

WISSNER
PIANOS

Broad & State Streets.
New Location.

Cut Glass

of the latest designs and dore
by hand, aspm:l.llly appropri-
ate for wedding gifts s dis-
played here in abundance.

PARKER, Jeweler, ? Arcade

FURNITURE
MOVING AND
TRUCKING

1879 STATE STREET
Phone 652
FRED J. ELANDER, Prop.

Receipt That Gures
Weak Men--Free

Senfl Name and Address Today—You
Can Have It Free and Be
Strong and Vigorous.

1 have in my poesession & prescrip-
tion for nervous debllity, lack of vigor,
weakened manhood, falling memory
and lame back, brought on by ex-
cesses, unnatural drains or the follies
of youth, that has cured sv many worn
and nervous men right In their own
homes—withoui any adcitional help or
medicine—that I think every man who
wishes to regain his manly power and
virlllty, quickly and quietly, should
bave a ocopy. So, 1 have determined
to send a copy of the prescription, free
of charge, in a plain, ordinary sealed
envelope, to any man who will write
me for It.

This prescription comes from a phy-
giciar who has made & speclal study
of men. and I am convinced it Is the
surest-acting combination for the cure
of deflcient manhood and vigor-failure
ever putl together.

I think I owe it to my fellow man
to send them a copy In ccafidence, so
that any man, anywhere who is weak
and discouraged with repsated fallares
may stop drugging himeelf with harm-
ful patent medlclnes. secure what, [
belleve, ia the quickest-acting,. restor-
ative, wupbuilding, SPOT-TOUCHING
remedy ever devised. and so, cure him-
self at home quietly and qnlcglg. Jug

" 'lm Luck Bidg., Detroit
ordin-

! mm!mmmmmnmmmmmmmnmmmmmmmz

THE FIGHTER

Author of “Caleb Conover,

FRANK F.

Lt

{Continued.

“Leave me be!" the latter was de-
manding in a sguealing hiccough, as
the cessﬂ.tion of attack left him breath
for words. “Leave me be, can't yer?
Fine lot—swellsh you are, to pick on
one poor old man what never harmed
none of you! Lemme ’lone!"” as Dil-
lingham with thoughts of diplomacy,
edged closer. “That—that feller called
me—p—panhandler! 'S a MNe! I'm
honesh. "spectible worldn® man. Fought
for m' country in S-S-Shivil war. Got
m' hon'rable-dishcharge. Fought for
m’ country while the most of you in—
in ¥'r cradles. I'm drunk t0o,” he con-
fided squlntlnz up at the unnerved
Dillingham. “Drunk—or I wouldn't a'
stholen thoshe thingeh. Learned
t'drink while 1 was d—d'fendin’ 3::
country, Perfecd'ly shquan when I'm
shober. Perf'ly:. I'm—"

His voice scaled a note or two, broke
and then meandered on. in time to
prevent Dillingham's interruption. His
tone had shifted once more from the
explanatory to the pugnacious. |

“If 1 had had my—my rightsh!" he
bellowed, shrilly, glaring about him.
“I'd be ridin’' in my carr'ge—m’own
earr'ge! Yesh! Thash right, Own car-
r'ge. Got a boy whoshe rich—rich man.
Whatsh'e do for me? Noshin't"all!
Don't ev'n know I'm ‘lve THl I
struck Granite t'night, I didn't know
he'sh ‘live. Firsh time been here in
twenty yearsh., They shent m't* jail
lasht time, dammem! Pool ol' Saul
Con'ver!™

He broke into senile, weak sobbing.
And, from all over the room rose a
confused whispering, a rustle, an in-
definable electric thrill. Women whose
escorts had led them to the door, halt-
ed and looked back in crass interest.
Men glanced &t one another, muttering
gueries that found no answer. Even
Dillingham forgot at last his faint
hope of restoring the shattered func-
tion to its former banal calm.

Pair by palr, all eyes slowly focussed
on Caleb Conover.” But the most ima-
ginative gazef could not descry emo-
tion—whether of surprise, chagrin or
fear—on the heavy mask of the Fight-
er's face. For a moment there was a
hush.’ The old man on the floor still
sobbed ‘In maudlin fashion. But no
one heeded him. Then Caine arose.

*T think.” he began. his pleasant,
low-pitch wolee breaking in flke a
dash of cool water on his hearers' su-
perheated senses. “I think there iz no
nead for any of us to magnify this
trifling break In our jolly evening; nor
to allow it to mar in any wuy our
spirit of gpod fellowship. May I pro-
pose that we-—’"

“Hold on.” interposed Caleb. guletly.
He got to his feet and laid a detaining
hand on Caine's arm.

“You mean well,” he sald, “an’ I
thank you. But I think this is wher
I do the talkin’, an' not vou. I've
never made a weech here before.,” he
went on. raising his wolce. *“An' I
never expected to, But T'll ask you
people to have patience with me for a
minute or two.” Because there’s one or
two things that's got to be =ald here
an’ now. An' I'm the one that's got
to say ‘em."™

fore in the Arareek Club had orator
enjoyed so rapt an audience. The
guiet, heavy volce, the brute mag-

lnetism of the man, no less than curi-

osity as, to how he would handle so
imnosslble a situation, had already
caught everyone's attention. His
wholly masterful manner, his latent
strength, lent a force of their own to
his rough words as he went on:

“Yes., ladles and gentlemen, that man
doubled up on the floor there Is my
father—I dldn’t know till five minutes
ago that he was still allve. I hadn't
seen nor heard of him in near twenty-
five years: till he came in here, crasy
drunk, just pow, an’ breke up your

. I'm sorry for what he’s done.
If I could make any kind of rep'ration
to you for the bother he's caused, I'd
do it. T guess you know that. But I
can't. All I can doiis to try to make
vou look at him less like he was a
mangy dog in a fit. an’ more as if he
was a human llke vourselves. That's
why 'm takin' the liberty to speak to
vyou now. Will you hear me?”

The unconscious busz and.murmur
that all at once swept the room served
him for answer: and he continued:

“AMy father,” with another nod to-
ward the mumbling figure on the floor,
“was a risin’, hard workin' man. He
come of decent people, an’ he was a
promisin’ yvoung chap that ev'rybody
liked. That was the trouble. Too
many folks lHked him: which is pretty
near as bad as bein' liked by nobody.
Nothin' per'nal intended. When the
Civil War broge out he went to the
front. ‘There he learned to starve, to
loaf, to forget his business trainin'.
An’ he wasn't the only one, I guess.
There's where he learned ta drink, too.
When men have to go supperless to
bed on the wet ground after an all-
day march, a swig of whiskey's a
blessin’, too, when it dulls the mem'ry
of the eomrade at your side that was
blowed to pieces by a shell or ripped
open by & bay'net. Can you blame the
goldier if they let the whiskey bless
"em so often that it gets to be a habit?

“After the wd¥ mvy father come
home. There'd been bands of music
an’ women wavin’ handkerchl'fs an’
noospapers to call him an® his fellers
a lot of hot-alr names when they
marched off in their bloo uniforms to
the war. When the boys cgme slouch-
in' back, footsore, ragged, an’ so thin
they looked llke walkin® embalmer ad-
vertisements, there wasn't qulte so
much cheerin’. My father’'d gone away
a brisk. fine set-up lad. leavin' good
work behind him. #He come back like
a good many thousand others. none the
better for a four-year course in
shiftlessness, booze an’ no reg'lar work.

“The folks who'd cheered him when
he went to fight for ‘em had cheered
away a lot of their spars patri'tism
by that time. There wa’'nt enough of
it left in Granite to 'give my father a
fair start In the worid again. Because
he'd learned to drink. to loaf, to be
uneasy an’ unreliable when he worked,
they forgot he'd picked up those tricks
while he was defendin’ their country.
Heroes was a drug in the market.. If
any of you fellers know how it feels
to met down to work the day after
your fortnight's vacation, maybe you
can understand what it meant to him
to settle down to a job after five years
in the open.”

Conover glanced agaln at his father.
The old man had ceased to mumble
and was trying to follow the Fighter's
speech. The slack jaw had tightened;
and the huddled form was struggling
slowly to its feet.

“He tried to work.,” resumed Con-
over, “but younger., smarter folks with
steadier business trainin’ was grabbin’
all the good jobs. Yet he got what he
could, an' for awhile he did the best
he knew how. Then he saw a chance
to make things easter for my mother
an’ me. He'd been used to seein’ his
off'cerz in the arr-- paddin’ expense
accounts an’ gettin® graft on fodder
bills an’ such., He'd seen contractors
grow rich by sellin® the gov'ment shod-
dy blankets an’' rotten food. Was it
any worse for him to scamp welghts
on the coal scales? That's what he
done. Not in bl= gquantitlesa as If he
waa a financler; but a few cents a day
a3 he got the chance,

“That was his mistake. If he'd stole
a milllon he'd a' been a blg man (n

: c.a But he hadn't the brain to

v, a long way ?

By ALBERT PAYSON TERHUNE
Railroader,” “Dwr.
Trail,” etc.
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Dale,” “On Glory's

Ty

example of the men he'd been taught
to obey for ra:mr yvéars. Because he
stole so little an’' so stoopidly, they
found him out. They didn't stop to
ask If he'd used the miser'ble little
sums of pilfered money to make his
home happier an’ buy things for his
sick wife. Those arguments don't cut
much ice in law. He was just a com-
mon thief. An' they sent him to States
prison. Me an' my mother could
starve, for all the law cared. The
bread winner was locked up. That
was all holy Justice asked for. We
could die of hunger if we wanted. to,
now that the law had taken away the
man who had stole to keep us alive,
“I guess you folks has read of the
WAy men get treated in those places
where the State glves "em a chance io
repent of their sins. For five years
my father lived in a stone cubbyhole
an" had for chums a cholee c'lection
of the Devil's Own Brigade. Not a
soul in all that time to s;:ea.k a decent
word to him.—to say ‘Please,’ In givin’
him his orders. It sounds like a small
thing to have no one say ‘Please’ to
you. But try it some time,
“After five years of herdin® with
beasts,—only bein' treated worse'n the
S. P. C. A. would let any beast be
treated.—they turned my father loose.
They'd set the prison mark on him:
they'd taught him to keep comp'ny
with blackguards; they'd made him
callous to everything decent, an’ taken
away his citizenship. Havin' done
which, they gen'rously sets him free
an' gives him a chance to be a god-
fearin’, upfight man in future. Who'll
Hire a convigt? Who'll give him a
show? No one—You know that as well
as I do. How can he hold up his head
among men who haven't had the bad
luck to be caught? What was left for
my father to do? To "sociate with the
only class that'd taske him as an equal.
To turn tg the drink that made him
| forget they'd bradded him as an out-
cast. That's what he did. I ain't say-
in' it's right. I ain't sayin’ that Saul
Conover's & noble lookin’ work of God
as he slinks against that post there.
The, grink that.comforted him so long
has' knocked out his manhood. The
hard Iuck an’ starvin® has turned him
old and ugly an’ bad-shaped. In short,
he's whot S'clety an’ a lovin’® Paternal
Gov'ment has made him. An'—he's my
father. God help him! An' the man
who says I'm ashamed of him, lles!”
Amid the oppressed silence, Caleb
Conover ecrossed over to where his
father stood cowed and half-sobered.
As gently as a woman, he put his arm
about the old man’'s twisted shoulders
and drew him toward the door. A lane
was made for their passage. From
somewhere In the crowd came the
sound of a woman's stifled sob. Jack
Hawarden impulsively clapped his
topether. was an i
Ftant's shocked sllence. Then—no one
could afterward explain why—the lad’s/|
example was followed from all guart-
ers of the dining hall; and a rattle of
incongruous apnlaun re-echoed
through the place.
As Conover, half—leadlng half-sup-
porting the wizened form, neared the
door. young Hawarden barred his path.

W - :
He glanced about him. Never be- .With boyish hero-worshlp shining in

-his eyes, Jack thrust out his hand.
Caleb gripped it in silence and passed
on, out into the darkness. None fol-
lowed the strange pair as they left the
clubhouse.

Nelther father nor son spoke s word
until they were saslone in the starlit
road, far beyond earshot of the club.
Then Caleb stopped. glancing back &s
though fearful lest some Inquisitive
®uest might have come out to witness
the sequel to the banguet hall scene.
The night air had stlll further cleared
the drink-hog from the old man'as
brain. Clutching his son by the sleeve,
and tremblingly patting t.he Fighter’s
biz hand. he whimpered:

“Gawd bless you. boy'! It's a proud
man I am this night. ,You're mnot
ashamed of your poor old father what
worked so hard for vou an’ loves wvou
m a-n'l_.l

With a gesture of loathing, Caleb
shook off the weak clasp.

““You mea.sly old crook!" he snarled.
“Keep your dirty hands off me! Here!”
thrusting a roll of bills upon him.
“Take this an’' get out of town by the
next train. Write me where to for-
ward money an’ I'll see you get encugh
to keep you drunk till you dle. But if
vou ever set f0Ot in Granite again I’
have wyou railroaded to jail for Ilife,
An’, after this, don't spring that Civil
War yarn again. Civil war hard-luck
stories are played out. Beasides. you
woere never In the war at all; and you
know you weren't. Don't lie when you
don't have to. It spolls your skill for
nec'ssary lies. Now. get away from
here! Chase!"

CHAPTER XL
A Peace Conference.

"I don't know why we were all so
carrled away by it,” said Caine, re-
flectively. “TI've been thinking it over.
Th was much more 'bathos than
pathos: and a delightful absence of
both elegance and eloguence about his
speech. Yet for a moment I was al-
most te:aupted to joln in your charm-
ingly 1ill-timed applause. The whole
thing savored of cheap melodrama.

But—"

‘“It was the himself. Not what
he said,” answ Jack Hawarden.
eager-in defense of his new-built idol.
“He stood there facing a crowd that
would have llked nothing better than
to_annlhilate him. That drunken Thing
on' the floor was enough by itself to
ruin him forever at the Arareek. Yet
Conover made us listen and he swayed
us to sult himself. Not by what he
eald. but by his own big strength, I
think. There’s something about him I
don't .understand. But he's- 2 man
And.after to-night.—whatever the oth-
ers say—I take my hat off to him."

“For the perfecting of a young
author's style,”” observed Caine, Iir-
relevantly, “what sample of nervous
BEnglish can be finer than Carlyle's
‘Heroes .and, Hero Warship?'

His ralllery jarréd ‘on the boy's en-
thusiasm and checked the gush of ex-
travagsnt praise. Letty Standish. with
whom the two were walking home from
the Club., took advantage of Jack's
snubbed silence. to put In a word.

“I think Mr. Hawarden is right,
Amzl." ehe ventured. ‘‘There's some-
thing about Mr. Conover that one can't
very well define., I think he could
make one do anvthing he choose. I
know I was almost—afrald of him,—
before I'd known him ten minutes 1T
don't quite think I like him. He's so
powerful., so0 rough, so domineering.
Not like anyone 1 ever met before,
But,” with a slight shudder, “I believe
I'd do whatever he ordered me to.
Especially if he scowled at me in that
bullylng way., with his eyes half-shut.
“Ign’'t it funny to feel like that about
a person you hardly know?"

(To be Continged.)

RHEUMATISM CURED IN A DAY,

Dr. De chon's Relief for Rheumatism
and Neuralgia radically cures in 1 to 3
days. JIts action upon the system 1is
remarkable and mysterious. It re-
moves at once the cause and the dis-
ease Immediately disa The first
dose greatly benefits. 75 cents and §i.
Sold by Curtis Pharmacy, ‘1149 Main St
cor. Elm. b |
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--TURKISH BATIIS--

KEEP YOU IN PERFECT HEALTH AT
B : K826 Al Df A ATIJM

¥or Infants and Children,

Use
For Over
- Thirty Years

CASTORIA

THE CENTAUR COMPART, BIW TORK SITY.

X

Elegant Hotel Appointsents  Unsurpassed Grill Room and Oafe

N N e

New Made Spring Butter, fresh from the chura
28¢ PER POUND

THE PEOPLE’S DAIRY,
Telephone—GEO

. A, ROBERTSON—G88 !

130 State St

FINE Wines and Liguors

BRIDGEPORT DISTRIBUTING CO.,

102 STATE STREET, NEAR PUBLIC MARKET
California Port or Sherry, 75 cents per gallon.
Port, Sherry, Tokay, Muscatel, Rhine Wine, etec.
Full quart Sherwood Rye Whiskey, $1.00.
Cooking Brandy, Liquors, Cordials, Ale and Lager Beer.

Free Delivery.

For Cooling Summer Drinks

to

you need Ice—FPure Ice—Clean Ice—youn will always have Joa
fulfill these having

if you insist on

HYGIENIC ICE

tmnmmmmmmm—mm'gh“aﬂ_.-.

purer no matter how hard yon tried.

THE NAUGATUCE VALLEY

421 HOUSA'IDNIO AVE.

ICE CoO.

Dovn Town Offics
mrnmmnﬂ

IRA GREGORY & (00., Eetebianed 1847

Branch Office
972
Main Street

COAL

Main Office
262

WAKE UP!

STOP DREAMING :
ABOUT THAT COAL ORD!R

Prices have advanced and will soon be higher. Let r= fill yonr bins NOW .

THE ARNOLD COAL COMPANY

Branch Office GEO. B. CLAR & 00,
Telephone 2457

and

20 Fairfield Avenue

COAL

{ YARD AND MAIN OFFIOER
150 Housatonic Avenue

WOOD

Flour, Grain, Hay and Straw,..a nxran

Telephone 481-8
A 9 all*

BERKSHIRE MILLS.

Try Sprague’s Extra

ICE
COAL
WwWOOD

HIGH
G6RADE

Telephone 710

ABSOLUTELY

CLEAN

SCREENED BY A NEW MACHINE

just installed, and we invite customers to call at our yard
Coal is advancing in price each

and see it in operation.

month at wholesale and must soon advance at retail.
DO NOT DELAY ORDERING

WHEELER & HOW

Stratford Avenus

]

LEHIGH COAL
Spraguelce&CoalCo.

East End East Washington Ave. Bridge

CO AL GUARAN’I‘EED;::




